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PREFACE. 

This volume had its origin in the desire 
to preserve some memorable passages in the 
Sermons of our late venerated pastor, written 
down from recollection, by different persons, 
at different times. 

To these have been added such extracts 
from his private letters and other discourses, 
as seemed in harmony with the original de- 
sign ; and they are now printed in remem- 
brance of him who spake and wrote them, 
and to whom we listened with such affec- 
tionate admiration. 




VI 

To all of us, these " Remembered Words " 
are very precious ; and they will serve to 
keep forever fresh in our memories the voice, 
the form, the fervent manner of one whose 
spirit, in warning and consoling, was the 
spirit of St John, and whose life and con- 
versation were also those of the " Beloved 
Disciple." 

Portland, May, i860. 



" The works of man," says Lamartine, ** survive 
his thoughts ; " but I should rather say his thoughts 
survive his works. His rich temples, his vaulted 
roofs, his triumphal arches, tell indeed that he has 
been, but otherwise they are silent. The monu- 
ments of human minds leave their testimonies be- 
hind. Their volumed remains tell us the thoughts 
of those who have gone before. 



REMEMBERED WORDS. 



Piety is the true philosophy of life. It is 
no appendage, — no invention, — it is the con- 
summation of the noblest principles in our na- 
tures ; and there is not a woe it will not turn 
into a good, nor a blessing that is a blessing 
without it 



Do we not find that trials give us more 
fixed and definite conceptions of the Divine 
mercy, — as we want a smoked glass to see 
the sun? It is not amid the unboundedness 
and the glare of Providential good, that we 
can get our clearest ideas, and our best ad- 
measurement of the Divine benevolence. 




The soul embraces every opportunity to 
uncage itself from the common sensations and 
common things of life, and get away into 
the calm embowerings of its own feelings and 
aspirations. It is a bird which is never at 
home in streets and on house-tops. It has a 
wing for the high, the vast, and the infinite. 
We see in this its dignity and its destiny. 



One species of blessing can come only 

from experience of suffering, and that is, the 

happiness which arises from putting our trust 
in God. 



God's apparent evil is the measure of God's 
intended good. 



Many are the persons who can bear witness 
that they have never felt so much interest in 
others, so much trust in God, so much supe- 



riority to the world, as when tried by some 
affliction. 



Brino all your faith, all your devoutest 
feelings into action. Now is the very time 
expressly named in Holy Writ for the soul 
to expand its trust to its Father in Heaven. 
It was the time, when Jesus went away by 
himself, and fell, in three successive instances, 
within three successive hours, upon the ground, 
and said " Thy will be done," for his " soul 
was exceeding sorrowful even unto death." 
It was the very time when he could, not re^ 
strain himself, but even he wept with his 
mourning friends, — and it was the very time 
when he was strong to save, strong to com- 
fort, strong to turn weeping into joy. He 
gave back that brother from the tomb. He 
handed down that son from the bier to the 
arms of maternal transport. He is with you^ 
as he was with them. Your dear child will 
not be visibly retumed to you. But believe 
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in Divine sympathy. Believe that if Divine 
power once made the material give way and 
express the tenderness of pitying mercy in a 
miraculous form, it can make, and you may 
trust it will make, the spiritual come to your 
aid. 



How much less adapted is it to energize 
our feelings, and give an efficient character 
for good to the ills we suffer, to be required 
to submit to God, than it is to be required 
to konor Him in the vicissitudes we expe- 
rience ! 



What nobler impulse to the soul, than to 
think that we are living or suffering to the 
glory of God ! 



True Christianity is the perfect harmony of 
the inner man. 
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Omnipotence appeals to every observer. 
Omniscience to the few. Every soul can 
adore, where the wise only can understand. 



The hardest thing to bear with composure 
and resolution is not the acuteness of a pain- 
ful feeling but the not knowing what we teel. 
The most sickening conditioa is not to be 
bending before the blast on the sea of life, 
but to be rolling in the trough, where there 
is no wave, and nothing can be done at the 
helm. To have the hand on the wheel is 
what Nature loves. 



A SUDDEN storm has fallen upon the garden 
of your life, and laid low a flower so dear to 
you. 'Tis like a crash out of a clear sky. It 
brings to my mind a passage in the Gospels : 
"The people said that it thundered, others said 
that an angel spake to him." When Jesus 
prayed, "Save me from this hour," — "Father 
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glorify thy name," — it was a voice that said 
to him, " 1 have both glorified it, and will 
glorify it again." God has glorified his good- 
ness in the dear son he gave you, and in so 
many other blessings with which he has fa- 
vored you; and shall we not believe he is 
disposed to glorify it again, and means to 
glorify it again in the bereavement to which 
he has called you? 



I KNOW full well what public sympathy is 
uttering over so great an affliction as you have 
experienced. 

'Tis like a multitude gathered around an edi- 
fice, upon which a burst of thunder has left its 
desolating stroke. They speak of it as such, 
and feel accordingly. But do ibey hear falsely 
who say, "An angel hath spoken to them"? I 
believe not. I believe it is a voice divine, 
which whispers to you that lightning has two 
offices,— -it comes to you with desolation; it 
strikes to the ground your dear earthly joys ; 



but it shall return out of those depths of your 
soul into which it has cut its way, as the natural 
lightning returns out of the ground, in the 
green carpet of the fields, in the blooming flow- 
ers of the garden, and the lofty trees which 
aspire to the skies. 



It is among the holy mysteries of the soul 
of man that he can antagonize aflliction, and 
rise to the greater height by the very storm 
which deepens the furrows on his way. 



Youth has its mission in the great interests 
of truth, — to substitute the firee and undim- 
med spirit for that which time has blunted 
and prejudice has warped. 



The simplest religious sentiments have the 
deepest religious interest; and it is well it 
should be so. The inductions and complica* 
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tions of one's 0¥m religious thoughts may 
contain error. But the grand simplicities of 
the right and the true are usually those which 
form the subjects of our earlier contemplation. 
They are the truths of God, and not our 
own. 



There is a life within a life, which God 
has designed for the higher existence of his 
intelligent creatures. Yes, there is a perpe- 
tual resurrection going on in him who be- 
lieves in the supremacy of his spiritual nature, 
and who endeavors to cultivate the Christian 
spirit. 



"The kingdom of Heaven is within you." 
Commune with nothing the second time which 
you feel has beclouded, bedimmed, or dark- 
ened your mind, and unfitted you, by a kind 
of moral sorcery, for the duties of life. In- 
ward purity is harder to maintain than out- 



ward; mixed motives may guide the conduct, 
but religion only can guide the soul. 



Who has not found that to fill the heart 
by its own strength with peacei is impossible? 



There is no higher Christianity in the world 
than that of an inward discipline of the soul, 
confining the blind emotions to their appro- 
priate sphere, and calling out the moral and 
religious affections to their proper supremacy 
over the whole man. 



How much the incidental kindnesses of 
friends can do for our happiness, beyond, 
perhaps, what they themselves estimate or im- 
agine! They give a new force to the charm 
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and perfection of His example who abounded 
in similar acts himself, — who, while so ab- 
sorbed in his great life-duty to the world, in 
grave, laborious, and self-sacrificing labors for 
its benefit, so strewed his way with flowers 
of incidental sympathy and benevolence. We 
may believe they were the dictates not merely 
of his goodness, but of his wisdom too. I 
mean, they gave a charm to his character, and 
thereby added an attraction to all he did and 
said. 

So those who continue patient and steady 
in man-serving and God-serving, as the great 
business of their lives, may give a weight 
and an attractiveness to their noble pattern, 
of which they are little aware, in those multi- 
plied acts of occasional and individual kind- 
ness they perform, as opportunities come in 
their way. 



There is no antepast of the heavenly world 
like loving that which is pure and good in 
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our fellow-beings, — like being drawn to others 
by our inward sense of their usefulness, their 
high principles, their noble and godlike aims. 



Nothing so disposes our minds to an ele- 
vatcd and happy repose as the most intimate 
communion possible with the all-surrounding 
mind. 



What is the history of Providence in the 
human mind, but an increasing revelation of 
our great and noble privilege, — the capacity 
of moral and religious knowledge? 

God dwells in light. He loves light, as a 
means of elevating, and improving, and bless* 
ing his intelligent creatures. And how must 
he love to use this glorious agent to bring us 
into nearer and happier connections with him- 
self ! How can he but be disposed to give 
us communications with himself as far as pos- 
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sible of the most intimate and exalted char- 
acter ! We enjoy such communion with him 
by the light of nature; we enjoy it by reason; 
we enjoy it by revelation. But there is a 
more immediate, more rapid communication 
by the spirit in prayer^ which, in comparison 
with all other communications, may be lik- 
ened to the superior facility and speed, I may 
say instantaneousness, of the telegraphic com- 
munication. 



Prayer is our telegraphic union with the 
Infinite. Millions have attested its reality. 
Reason sustains its credibility. Revelation as- 
sures us that it is appointed for our good. 
And experience proves its actual efficacy and 
blessed power. 



In the declension of our earthly year, we 
need the warmth of friendship upon our hearth- 
stone. 
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As the bee will make its mysterious course 
through miles of air, straight to its hive, — 
and as the animal has a homeward path pre- 
scribed to its instincts, how we cannot con- 
ceive, — so through an inscrutable road may 
be our heavenward way to a better world. 



Surround the soul too closely by earthly 
hopes and trusts, and you confine it. The 
bird is never so joyous as when he is free. 
We need earthly rests, but not cages. We 
want trees of sublunary good to perch and 
rest upon, but they must lift their heads into 
the pure and ethereal air, and between them 
and the skies no obstruction must intervene. 



Every year brings with it to us all, it may 
be hoped, new counsels and new experience 
of the love of God, as the certain fountain 
of all true serenity, elevation, and enjoy- 
ment. 
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blessing, so 


long 
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be viewed as 
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appointment 
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Provi- 
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Take heed to the smaller duties of life, and 
be careful in every act and every word to be 
observant of the rules of moral beauty and 
propriety. If there is nothing too minute for 
the care of our Maker^ there certainly is noth- 
ing too minute for our own. 



The more we think of our ultimate home, 
the better we shall enjoy our antecedent 
ones. 



CrOD assists us to be pure in heart. We 
are assured he dwelleth with us, while we 
cherish the love of Himself and the love of 
man in our bosoms. 
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How do occasions, many and interesting, 
which meet us at every turn of our lives, send 
our thoughts higher up and deeper in, — an 
adieu, a reunion, a sorrow, almost every 
occasion in which thought is not opiated by 
familiarity ! 



On every side are spread the demonstrations 
of a benevolence which seems to seek our en- 
joyment for** our enjoyment's sake. 

Surely we may trust this benevolence for 
ourselves in the journey of our lives, when 
every flower by the wayside proclaims it. 



In the natural world, verdure and bloom 
spring out of the bosom of apparent desola- 
tion. Nature gives us this emblem once a 
year. But the devout heart, in some respect 
or other, is giving it continually. 

All the seasons commingle in the Chris- 
tian's experience, — winter's barrenness, spring's 
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joyful renovation, summer's glow, and autum- 
nal fruitfulness. 



May you enjoy the blessing of that peace 
which flows from thoughts of Him who has 
spread around you so many of the charms and 
glories of his Providence. 

May the balmy airs of spring be the em- 
blem of that love and light from his spirit, 
which are diffused over your heapt. As those 
trees are so beautifully opening from the rigors 
of winter, so may you feel your soul bursting 
more and more into a new life of holy trust 
and gratitude from the trials of sickness. May 
that noble river, so sparkling before you with 
heaven's bright sun, and bearing upon its 
bosom such freights of wealth, illustrate to 
your feelings a richer, more resplendent stream 
of goodness, which is never ice-bound. May 
those distant hills, — the most beautiful of 
all, — which skirt the horizon, be ever a simil- 
itude, in the eye of your faith, of that heav- 
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enly repose which lies above the earth and 
bounds the plain of our pilgrimage. 



We need a faith to which we can bow 
our hearts and souls. A soul-faith, reposing 
upon an object of reverence, not a mere dead, 
absolute, genealogical faith. 



Like a quiet stream, seek less to sparkle 
than to bless. 



Jesus appointed a memorial of himself for 
his disciples. With all our knowledge of 
Christ, do we not need to be reminded of 
him? Familiar as is the name of Jesus to 
our ears, is his affection familiar to our hearts? 
Have any become so strong in their faith in 
God, in Christ, and in the principles of the 
true life, that they need no such help as a spe- 
cific reminder of the Great Friend of man ? 

3 
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If we magnify the faults of another, we 
lower ourselves in doing so. We stoop while 
using the microscope. 



To the eye of the young man, mere pleas- 
ure has an attractive aspect, and it moves tow- 
ards him with an agreeable show. But, alas! 
a life of mere pleasure is a life of misery 
at last. The Commander of the American 
Arctic Expedition tells of ice-hills in the Fro- 
zen Ocean which move on the glassy surface 
with a sort of musical noise. When the 
music stops, they stop ; and when that is re- 
newed, they recommence their motion. When 
his vessel was once imbedded in the Arctic 
ice, he noticed in the extreme distance one 
of these hills, and Jbeard the well-known 
sound. He soon made out it was moving 
towards him. But the music ceased, and the 
motion ceased too; again, however, it began 
its march with its accustomed air. Once 
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more all was silent, and all was stationary; 
but soon the ear was apprised of a fresh ad- 
vance. It came on in this manner, and stop 
ped, in successive alternations of rest and 
motion, silence and sound, till it reached to 
a few hundred feet from his vessel, — to a 
hundred, — to fifty, — to ten, and then stop- 
ped forever; and he lay for months with 
this dread eminence impending over him, till 
the frozen sea around him broke up. I 
have thought what an emblem of youthful 
dangers it was. So slides the mount of 
pleasure. Beautifril in the distance, like the 
iceberg, it advances, like that, to the sound 
of music. Then the music ceases for a sea- 
son. The youth has his better thoughts, and 
the siren voice is still. But conscience gives 
way. The ear is unstopped again, and the 
danger comes on a further space. New 
music, — new motion ; new thoughts, — new 
rest 

God grant that in every case it may stop 
ere the poor bark of life is crushed. 
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There is teaching before there is preach- 
ing. There is a congregation in the street 
before there is one around the altar of God. 
The sound of merriment is a meeting-going 
sound before the bell gives the note of prep- 
aration. The High Priest of the human heart 
is indeed clothed in flowing robes, — they are 
the garments of the mother ! Christianity be- 
gins where its author began, — in the arms of 
parental affection. 



How does achievement blush before aim. 



The summer may be said to be, of all sea- 
sons of the year, most the season of the affec- 
tions, and of the highest affection in particular. 
For it is that in which God clothes the fields 
with beauty, even with the grass which to-day 
is, and to-morrow is cast into the oven. It is 
the season of loveliness, pleasure-giving loveli- 
ness, mantling the sky and earth. When the 
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winter comes, we mark, not the absence of 
beauty, but the exceeding presence of the use- 
ful and the provident in Nature. 



How often have we found a sudden transi- 
tion from anxiety to trust, from feverishness 
to tranquillity of feeling, from depression to 
elevation of spirits, simply by turning our 
thoughts into a humble channel. He that is 
well-nigh blown down on the summit of self- 
reliance, shall find all still by descending into 
the vale of the opposite emotions. 



The God of the spirit ! what cannot he 
do for you while you devoutly endeavor to 
say, " Thy will be done." 



We begin the New Testament in our 
youth, by committing the Beatitudes to heart; 
we finish our reading of it at the close of life. 
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by uttering them from the heart ; and no one 
of them is more confirmed by our experience 
than the first, " Blessed are the poor in spirit." 



Religion bids us look to God with su- 
preme and all-surrendering trust. It throws 
all its weight on the side of forming us to a 
humble sense of our insufficiency to ourselves, 
and leading our aspirations to an infinite 
power and mercy, reserving to ourselves sim- 
ply the duties of the passing hour, and to 
serve God and man with a loving heart. The 
Christian learns this lesson, — and he says, I 
pretend to seek no more earthly satisfyings, 
and to have no more earthly certainties; and 
what a relief! That word security used to 
be the bane of my peace, for I found its ful- 
filment nowhere ; but now it is the joy of my 
heart, for I have found its fulfilment in God. 



May the return of the Blessed Easter be 

^ -■,... - - — — 



23 

an elevating and holy event to our feelings. 
It comes meekly and delightfully in with the 
spring-time, the Easter of Nature. The nat- 
ural Easter renovates our bodies and our 
spirits only for a time. But the message 
of Divine love, by Him who died and rose 
again, lifts us onward and upward for ever- 
more. 



I WOULD make the child feel that all things 
are languages as really as vocal words. I hear 
the opening year. It is yet in its cradle. 
Pray ! says the opening year. Ask God to be 
your friend, is the language of spring. 



Never lose sight of an aim in its difficul- 
ties; never miss the chase in the thicket 



I SEE Easter faces, and Easter feelings, and 



24 

Easter hopes before me. I see youth. They 
have the feelings which I remember, the 
vivacity I remember, the hopes that I re- 
member. Before them spreads the garden of 
Life, and all is redolent with flowers to their 
senses. There arc other and higher Easters 
than this, there is a holier sky than looks 
beautiful to the eye, there are more joyful 
feelings than animal nature knows, — there is 
the resurrection of the spirit in the love of 
God and man, and there is the resurrec- 
tion of the immortal life. 



Sanctified genius is what is wanting in 
the Church. 



When the great and the good fall in the 
midst of us, we are called to enter the cham- 
ber of our hearts and ask what shall we do 
to replace their services. There is a chasm 
before the memorials of remembrance, who 
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shall fill it? In the seats of the sanctuary, 
who shall see that God faileth not of his wor- 
ship? In a constant attendance upon your in- 
terests, who shall come forward? At the do- 
mestic altar, who shall add the wanting curl 
to the cloud of incense which ascends from 
amid our family mercies? 



In passing through events, we do not al- 
ways see their adaptation, but in looking back, 
we do ; the line of retrospect mingles with the 
line of reverence, just as a long straight road 
appears to end in the sky, though while we 
were treading it, it was under our feet. 



The thought of the fewness and uncer- 
tainty of our remaining days should be like a 
giant hand to shake from us all baseness and 
frivolity. 
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The sensibility to the mysterious, is the 
homage of the finite to the Infinite. 



More and more I find myself believing in 
a double nature in ourselves, — the nature 
that feels the outward Providences of life, and 
the nature that feels tfie inward Providences 
of life, and these Providences seem often con- 
trary the one unto the other. One surrounds 
us with lovely children, with domestic ease 
and plenty, gives us health, and spreads around 
us whatever is grateful to the eye and senses. 
The other calls forth the interior powers of 
the soul, develops the wonders of a pious 
trust and self-surrendry to God, and often 
clears away the outward blessings to substi- 
tute its own in their place. 



God bless you in this interior Providence, 
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in full proportion to the affliction he has 
laid upon you in the other. Believe in his 
omnipotent love; and may the hour be at 
hand when you shall say, How great is his 
power, and how marvellous are his ways. 
Who would have thought that after such a 
crash I could have recovered ! But in the 
mysteries of God's spirit I have more than 
recovered. I seem to myself to have been 
like a vessel filled with some precious per- 
fume, but, because the vessel was unbroken, 
I did not perceive it But the vessel has 
fellen to the ground, and lo ! I am surrounded 
with the fragrance! 



Youth is the season of the fresh and the 
free. "Young man, I say unto thee. Arise," 
is therefore its natural utterance; and it is as 
naturally the utterance of the past and the 
future also. For the past must have its by- 
gones, and the future its not-yets ; and the 
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age which is most decidedly passing from the 
one to the other is Youth. 



"Every man for himself, and God for us 
all," is the motto of all human progress. 



The sweetest repose in the world is that 
which is taken in the midst of fatigue; there 
is no couch to the woodman like that of the 
forest, — no cradle-song like that of the tem- 
pest to the mariner. Wonder not that you 
read of the martyrs singing songs amid the 
flames; wonder not that when Stephen was 
being stoned to death, his face shone like an 
angePs. 



Prayer is the provision which God has 
made for the trials of our hearts. 
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Soul, there must be a " Kingdom of 
God within thee," or there will be a scene 
of discord and chaos. 



Men lack faith in the handwriting of God 
on the heart. There is a want of faith in 
God, that he will bless his most approved 
objects. It is not in this way the world is 
to be renovated. It was not in this way that 
steam was made to outmove the wind, and 
speech was made to travel on the wings of 
the lightning. 



The lighter the burden, the more it is your 
voluntary act when you lay it down. A man 
can have little credit for will, in dropping an 
anchor out of his arms. 

The every-day surrender to God that we 
feel in little things, is the best evidence of an 
acquiescent and childlike heart. 
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Do not plead life and light and cheerful- 
ness of age, O youth ! as making unimpor- 
tant to you the example of your Saviour. 
Find thou that cottage of earthly felicity, so 
protected, so embowered, so entwined with 
ever-blooming joys, that Jesus is not needed 
there, to say, "Come unto me, all ye that 
labor and are heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest," — find that period $o bright with 
hope, that disappointment never rears its head, 
— find the hour so full of earthly ease, as 
that the thoughts of conscience, and the nat- 
ural intuitions of the religious sentiment, to 
say nothing of the educational influences 
of Christianity, do not make it appear a 
solemn thing to die. 
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O MORTAL man, thou needest an immortal 
power to rule thee. Pitiable is the state of ' 
man, unless his compass be guided by the 
star of Faith. In the spiritual life, we want 



I 



3^ 

a guide that knows nothing of the changes 
and vacillatipns of earth. 



Christianity is something to be learnt; 
but Christ does not say learn of my system, 
but learn of me. Realize this truth in all your 
future lives; feel every temptation, every 
difficulty, as only a hard place in a noble 
strife; and though you may become learned 
in all art, more than all will you bless the 
great Instructor that you have learned of 
him. 



We can never expect God to bless us, if 
we never purpose to serve him. 



There are two senses in which the resur- 
rection must be regarded ; in every true 
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Christian the rising has two fulfilments. The 
spirit must go up to God in its own feelings, 
before it goes up to him in its own essential 
being. 



The parental heart alone can understand 
that deep, enveloping, yea, sacred and relig- 
ious interest, with which it folds itself around 
the being consigned to it as its own. I 
sympathize with you under the desolation 
you experience. May you enjoy the full 
benefits of all those beautiful and elevated 
thoughts which accompany the idea, that we 
have been the instrument of a new and heav- 
enly life, that a child in heaven is ours, that 
a bud of promise, interesting as a soul made 
for perpetual unfoldment, is now where no 
frost can nip it, no mildew can blight, no 
rude hand can pluck it, but where angels 
shall water it, and a sun of infinite love shall 
smile upon it forever. 



i 



33 

He who complains at every little whim, 
at every particle of dust upon his mantle, is 
generally he who has nothing else to do. 



A Sabbath without meditation is not a 
Sabbath. 



Thou art embarked, O youth, upon a sea 
of Providence. Distrust it not. All around 
thee it is. Distrust it not. It is God and 
thee, and thee and God. Give way to thy 
labor. Give way, as saith the steersman to 
his oarsmen. Give way. God is for thee. 
Labor, young man, labor with all thy might, 
physically, intellectually, morally. Give way, 
upon this great, wide sea, where are blessings 
innumerable, both small and great. There go 
the ships. There go the sails, which God 
fiUeth with his wind. Give way. It is labor 
that shall reach a glorious result. Nothing 
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else shall succeed. Let not the hand be idle, 
or the feet stand still. Let not the mind be 
unstrung, or the moral nerve relaxed. " Let 
the sea roar and the fulness thereof" Behold! 
God is with thee, oh faithful worker in moral 
industry and religious effort God is with 
thee, and " will aid thee to will and to do of 
his good pleasure." 



The power of moral life is a God-acquired 
power. 



That which makes the happiness of the 
domestic circle, which will reconquer Para- 
dise, taking from it all its thorns, is For- 
bearance. 



The child may not know whether he speaks 
as gently as the dove, or as harshly as the 
storm, but he should be taught. Would one 
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form his own mind or his child's to a high 
character, he should be observant of the mi- 
nute. Call not those the minor offices of life, 
in which a delicate sense of the religious, the 
beautiful, the true, is fitting the mind of a 
new; actor on the great theatre of life. 



The Cross must be our constant companion 
if we would be Christ's. 



Let us exercise Christ's unfiling charity 
towards those who in our opinion do not 
live up to the light given them. Let our 
hope of others be inexhaustible, but our 
watch over ourselves close and uncompro- 
mising. 



A SON who can carry with him the image 
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of a sainted mother wherever he goes, needs 
no great stretch of moral discernment to see 
through the empty pretences of self-sufficient 
men, in their most imposing forms. 



In the still walks of religious history, what 
redeeming scenes rise up before us. Amid 
what moral Alps do we seem to wander. 
What heaven-illumined pinnacles of spiritual 
splendor burst upon our view, resplendent 
with the distant rays of a life to come, — 
rays which do not fall upon the sordid hearts 
beneath and around them, as upon a Paul, 
a John, a Peter, and a thousand times ten 
thousand of humbler name, who, from the 
days of Jesus until now, have shone out the 
more gloriously, as, amid the shades of death, 
beams from beyond the horizon of this world 
were playing upon their summits. 



No doubt it were wiser for us, if we did 
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but press this principle of present enjoyment, 
— of gratitude to Providence as it is, — into 
all the phases of life. And when we think 
how much the principle rests oh the precept 
of the Great Teacher himself, it passes from 
wisdom to duty, and experience is consecrated 
by that which is beyond all experience. 



Religion is not some great single matter, 
but the beauty and the regulation of the 
whole spirit. 



Self-surrendry to God — no grace so be- 
coming as this. Its benefits, who can meas- 
ure them ! His hand, you feel, is ever on 
you, his light is ever around you; you feel 
the storm to be his storm, the light to be his 
light, and that the ocean does not repose 
more firmly and steadily on its bed than you 
do in this surrendry to your Maker. 
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Never use the word happiness, never think 
of it as an object, never talk about it, nor 
crave it, as of and for itself. It will come 
of its own accord, if you only keep on do- 
ing the will of God. 



Let your religious service be, as far as you 
can render it, a reasonable service; still, you 
will come like a child unto God. You must 
come, if you come at all, in the force of some 
simple religious emotion. 



How swiftly rolls the tide of life ! how 
soon the young who are before me will 
cease to be in any place together, save the 
grave ! 

Go, then, to the footstool of your God. 
Thousands of hearts are beating for you. 
Life calls you. Death admonishes you, and 
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the Spirit of your Heavenly Father Is wait- 
ing to receive you. 



Though sordidness be decked in all the 
pomp of affluence, and attended with ever so 
large a train of defensive arguments, it will 
always cower before the magnetic presence of 
the Christian spirit. 



When I gaze upon a crowd, upon the 
assembly of a nation, I see what is proudly 
little, and meanly great. But when I take 
the individual apart, when I speak of morality 
and appeal to his conscience, then I see the 
soul^ and an infinity of solemn interest spreads 
itself before me. 



Without institutions, Christianity would 
be like a gaseous vapor, soon exhaled and 
gone. 
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The old patriarchal well, trodden around by 
the feet of many generations, may be stoned 
up, but the earth, we know, is the Lord's and 
the fulness thereof; and he will open springs ' 
to satisfy the thirsty. 



Two essentials of character, — the most in- 
tense self-denial, and the most resblute energy 
of will. 



How true it is, how verified in various 
ways, the principle of the text ! " Seek and 
ye shall find," — earn and have. Existence 
is God's, and faculty is God's, and our cir- 
cumstances are God's. But all the rest is our 
own. 

What consequences are involved, what de- 
signs of good are wrapped up in the prin- 
ciple of an existence which is God's, and a 
development which is our own ! Thou art 
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like the young man in the parable, to whom 
his father gave his portion of the inheritance, 
for him to go forth and use it as he listed. 
The young man could count over the pieces 
of gold he had received. But this was all. 
What sum it might be raised to by exertion, 
what it might be sunk to by neglect, he could 
not tell. 



Mysterious heart ! what an independence 
of the world art thou capable of maintaining. 
The world may hold back its approbation, 
the world may condemn, but a man can al* 
ways turn to his own heart and be at peace 
within, if that heart does not join in the con- 
demnations of mankind. How dim and faint 
is the lustre of that praise which has to shine 
through the panes of a blackened conscience ! 



Let the world condemn ; if thou act in 
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sincerity, what matters it ? Let the world 
applaud; if thou art true, what matters it? 
Soon will God pass his decree upon thy indi- 
viduality. 

Travel on, O Individual ! Pass on, in thine 
own sacred and inviolate isolation. Endure 
on, work on, and thou shalt arrive before 
Him who seeth thee truly. 



Mark the singularity of this religious ut- 
terance, profound, but simple, -— simple even 
to repetition, — ^'Holy, holy, holy. Lord God 
Almighty." No elaborate eulogy of Jehovah, 
no high-wrought sentiments to him, not even 
from the plenitude and richness of an angel's 
mind. A child could speak it, and a child 
could understand it, yet a seraph could say 
no more. " Holy, holy, holy. Lord God Al- 
mighty," is the laudation of heaven. It is 
ever so with ourselves, — when we are most 
religious, we are most simple. 
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The gloom of the grave is from the shadow 
of himself which man casts over it. "The 
sting of death is sin." 



What a different world would this be, if 
every person in it would but put his trust in 
God! 

He is as much with us in our trials as in 
our blessings. Every tear-drop that we shed 
is glittering with his mercy. 



Error is like a cloud, — never seen twice 
to assume the same shape. 



"He died for his country," was character 
enough before the Christian era, and has 
hardly ceased to be so still. Even particular 
rites and places of sepulture have no indiffer- 
ent association with the event of death, in the 
minds of many Christians. 
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But Christianity honors but one death, the 
death of the good man. She distinguishes 
no more. She consecrates no spot. She de- 
mands no form. Death is with her simply 
the departure of the spirit to Him who gave 
it. She invests it with no associations but 
those which are adapted to produce a holy 
life. 



Many complain of their ^ uselessness. As 
long as this command exists, " Be holy," 
enough remains to be done. 



What a realization of religion is that by 
which the afflicted can view those friends 
who have been removed from the garden of 
life, not as thrown over the wall, but as 
transplanted into a more genial soil ! 



We are commanded to bring up our chil- 
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dren in the nurture and admonition of the 
Lord, to give them the best lessons in our 
power when we commence our parental career. 
Happy if, when we are closing that ca- 
reer, we are able to give them profitable les- 
sons still! At first, they need more especially 
our protection and our shade, and the fruits 
of all those active powers of usefulness which, 
in their natural vigor, belong to the earlier 
periods of our domestic lives. But if these 
fall off with years, like the foliage of the 
tree, a blessed thing for the child it is that 
then he usually stands less in need of them ; 
and still more blessed if, through the branches 
which now stretch over his head in a mere 
leafless state, he obtains a clearer view than 
ever of a heavenly light, that shines down 
through them upon his head. 



Moral capacity is a thing that rusts when 
laid away, and every hour diminishes its 
^ weight. 
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If it were not for the past and the future, 
I know not how we could get along with 
the more worldly present, which swings so 
much nearer the ground, and where the great 
mass of our earthly gravitation seems to be 
embodied. 



A RELIGIOUS thought never modifies a pleas* 
ure which it does not exalt. 



The mission of youth is not the mission 
of. irreverence. Its appropriate duty is to see 
the true and the right, which custom has 
veiled over. Not disrespect to the ancient 
as such, but only fidelity to the truth, to 
which antiquity has been blind. 



I HAVE seen it mentioned that when the 
last rays of the setting sun gild the summits 
of the Alps, the shepherd who lives on the 



47 

most elevated spot takes his horn, which is 
used to convey sounds to a great distance, 
and calls aloud, 

"Praised be the Lord." 

As soon as he is heard, the neighboring shep» 
herds leave their huts, and repeat the words. 
The sound, it is said, lasts many minutes, 
during which the echo of the mountains and 
of the grotto of the rocks, repeats the name 
of the Lord. 

Such praises who but can hear uttered and 
re-uttered as he walks among the lofty souls 
of purity and faith, when the light of heaven 
is playing upon them amid the deepening 
shadows of mortality? 



As Christ foresaw his sufferings, but yet 
never allowed the imagination of those terri- 
ble realities to overcome his faith and peace 
in God, so let us dismisa apprehensions, as 
well as bear up under the realities of afflic' 
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tion. Never let us permit an imaginary evil 
to disquiet us. Never let us be the slaves of 
idle fears. 

Did Christ abound in love in his suffer- 
ings? Let us do the same, and sanctify ours 
by kind thoughts of others. 



Let love to God and man be the polestar 
of our practical religion. Let there be also 
a resurrection in this world, — a resurrection 
from the grave of sin, by repentance and 
amendment. 



Let there be some pigeon-hole in the ar- 
chives of life labelled Benevolence. 



The Christian religion is a school which 
has no vacation. 
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Remembered blessings survive only in the 
heart; and we have no more privileged expe- 
rience than survivals of this description, in 
which the visible has passed away, and there 
is nothing left but the soul of the beloved ob- 
ject that was once present to the eye. 

The once visible and present has passed 
to its resurrection in our breasts. Before, it 
commingled with the earthly. Now, it has 
a permanent abode in the heaven* of a lov- 
ing and grateful spirit. 



Thou who to-day dost laugh, and to-mor- 
row sigh over the same world, — thou who to- 
day dost mock at sin, and to-morrow liest a 
very slave beneath offended conscience, — thou 
who to-day doubtest, and to-morrow canst 
scarce believe that thou didst ever entertain 
such a doubt, — thou creature of vacillating 
opinion, thou being of contradictions, thou 
art never perhaps truly thyself. Come, come 
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to Him in whom there is no change or shad- 
ow of turning, — - who is the same to-day, yesp 
terday, and to-morrow ; choose the way pointed 
out in his Word, and though it be continu- 
ally crossed by thine own conflicting opin^ 
ions, yet, if thou keep therein, it shall lead 
thee to thy salvation. 



God alone is the peace of his children, 
whether they are on foot amid the thorns 
of actual life, or soaring amid the clouds 
of possible and conceivable ill. 



There is no condition, rich or poor, of sick- 
ness or of health, where God is not the only 
sure refuge for the heart of man. Many a 
person who was the prey of undisciplined 
thoughts when all was bright around him, has 
found the living sense of trust and peace in 
God, when brought to the trials of this frail 
body and this changing world. 
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Something yet imperfect, yet of discipline 
to the soul, which natural feeling would not 
desire,— something to make earth not heaven, 
must always exist. And for what reason does 
it exist ? — -' merely that heaven may be the 
happier of the two? — to increase felicity by 
contrast ? 

Far from it. The highest happiness of the 
present demands this discipline of the heart. 



We must love God supremely, or we shall 
find all other love only a source of disquie- 
tude. 



We know not what it is to love God suffi- 
ciently, till he calls us to lean upon him. 



Tnt actions of man form his own funeral 
procession; they accompany him to the tomb, 
return not back, like his relatives and friends. 
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after the funeral, but enter the tomb with 
him, and go on with him to the tribunal of 
the Almighty, and there witness for him, 
whether for good or evil ; and it is from 
their testimony that his sentence is pronounced, 
of death, or life eternal. 



Life is a point between two eternities. 



Ours is a living religion, — a religion of 
the life, not of the external act merely, but 
of that which is itself the life of the external 
act, the inward spirit. How could it be 
otherwise and be a divine religion? 



Why speak, young man, of your cloud- 
less years? Find them, first. Find a period 
of life so full of elevation that the valleys 
are not equal to the hills, the darkened glen 
to the mountain top. Find the intercourse 
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so sweet in any human form, find the dal- 
liance of life so unmingled, the rose so thorn- 
less, as not to need the soul of a spiritual 
self-communion, submission, and prayer. Find 
that point on the bridge of life where there 
are no planks up, and where a continual 
splashing of the fallen is not heard in the 
dark waters beneath. There are no such years. 



The soul that would know itself must be 
still. Still, if it dare, — and how few dare ! 



The soul that would know God must be 
still. "Be still, and know that I am God." 
But the still, deep knowledge of God is no 
word upon the tongue, no doctrine of the 
eloquent lip. God is a sun that can only 
truly enter the soul when it is still. 

And we should be still to let this sun en- 
ter into our bosoms. We shall be still in 
his presence, if we only consider as we ought 
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the vast temple of his glory in which we 
are. 



There is a peculiar solemnity in going out 
alone by the still sea of a mighty truth, like 
a midnight walk by the side of the ocean. 



Nature must be her own interpreter, no 
familiarity must blunt her lessons. The In- 
finite must give its sudden voice in its own 
tongue, and the adoring, smitten heart may 
respond, like Mary to her risen Master's hail, 
when unexpectedly she owned her Lord. 



There is more than nature irt nature. 



Let any one keep silent but for a mo- 
ment, and go out to meditate at eventide, 
taking his position on the mountain top, at 
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the foot of the cataract, or in the deep soli- 
tude of the forest; let him only be still, and 
surrounded by a reverent silence, except the 
voiceless utterances of God, — and his heart 
will recognize its Creator. 

Through want of culture, it may be an 
indefinite emotion. Still, the heart will be 
lifted up in commynion with the Infinite. 



What a noble sense of security attends 
the consciousness, " I have wronged no man, 
— I have injured no man." 



He can hardly have felt the vital nearness 
of religion as a power of the heart, who can 
lose himself in the mazes and contentions of 
mere opinions, no matter how curious or sub- 
lime the mere idealism of such opinions may 
be. Such a head-religion must be a frigid, 
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far-ofF affair, however elevated its topics. It 
must be a moral Chimborazo, covered with 
perpetual snow. 



Every year of our lives brings us more 
and more within the penumbra of that shadow 
which encircles the grave. God has so or- 
dained it that the approach should be gradual, 
and that the thread of life is not snapped off^^ 
ere the event is rendered less formidable by 
warning or anticipation. * 



There is no ignorance like omission of 
duty. There is no knowledge like the prac- 
tice of it. 



We never can receive into the secret cham- 
bers of our veneration and love any other 
character than that of the benevolent, the up 
right, and the devout man. 
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There is a holy of holies in our bosoms, 
which no mere pageant of earthly greatness 
can enter. The conqueror may come, with 
military pomp ; the scholar, with laurelled 
brow ; the man of wealth, with laden mules ; 
the monarch, with an empire in his train. 
But they must Remain in the outer court; 
beneath the veil, into the sanctuary of our 
moral veneration and affection, they cannot 
pass, where rests the ark of the sacred law 
anterior to Christianity itself, with the out- 
stretched wings of an adoring and protecting 
conscience extended over it. It is for the 
feet of him alone to enter " who hath clean 
hands and a pure heart," " who hath dis- 
pensed," "who hath given to the poor," "who 
hath washed his hands in innocency, and com- 
passed thine altars, O Lord," and " whose trust 
is in the Lord his God." 



Men of the highest honor and probity can 
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leave the world, and, for want of a certain 
hold upon the aflfections, drop as it were in 
their own single line of descent into the 
grave; like a tall tower that sinks in its own 
perpendicularity into the earth, without pro- 
ducing any spreading chasm around it. 



It may be that at the top of that great 
adage, " The best things cost the most," 
stands a summit-truth, that, to attain the high- 
est rank and happiness of our being, we must 
enter in at the strait gate. 

Reason must rule the appetite, and God 
must be the Ruler and Arbiter of both. 



On a dutiful and revering childhood is 
built all the promise of future goodness and 
greatness in after-life. 



True work is hard. Hard, yes; but a 
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particle of its diamond hardness is nobler 
than all the soft materials of earth's low- 
pleasures. 



What sweet forgiveness, what single aims, 
what earnest devotions, what discontinuances 
of pride and harsh judgments of others, what 
pure readings and conversings, does almost 
every one recall in connection with the hour 
that taught him what is called the mystery of 
suflfering ! 



The place of the heart, and not of the 

tenement it occupies, is the only one which 

has any essential connection with our happi- 
ness. 



Yes, youth, we leave you to uphold Chris- 
tianity and speed its blessings on the world 
better than we have done. Examine its 
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records, and with care and impartiality judge 
of their claims upon your respect Explain 
them with no servility to any existing sect, 
but read and interpret for yourselves. Al- 
ways, while liberal to the past, be feithful to 
the future. 



In proportion as we can trace anything to 
God only, not maimed and marred by any 
coqperation of ours, we must see in it a work 
of wonder and of grace. 



Christ said, ".I have a baptism to be 
baptised with, and how am I straitened till 
it be accomplished ! " 

And what a life of baptisms is the life of 
mati, if we take baptism in the sense of our 
text. Prosperity, health, friends, — no mat- 
ter what, or where, every outward circum- 
stance is a baptism. 
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As our earthly perch breaks, happy are we 
if we rise instead of fell. 



How true it is that life in its progress 
addresses us all in the singular, and not in 
the plural ! 

Yes, tkou is its language. And what a thou 
it is that has come measuring on its long 
and weary way over the road of time, — now 
forming and now dissolving connections; now 
absorbed and almost lost in others, now sep- 
arated from them; preserving its own identity, 
still travelling on in its own distinctness, nor 
part nor parcel of any other thing, to the 
real merging of its own individuality. It 
has lost and gained; it has been bound and 
unbound ; yet it has travelled on over this 
various and protracted road, till, through all 
its unions and disunions, here, at last, it has 
arrived ; once an infant, once a child, once 
a youth, here, at last, it is. Yes, that curious 
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and much-observing traveller, covered with 
the dust of time, bending, it may be, on his 
staff, here, at last, he is, and his name is 
nou. 



Moral effort is the necessary signature of 
the true Christian character. 



How beautiful is Nature ! — rather the man- 
ifestations of His wisdom and goodness who 
is the Author of Nature; and how do these 
manifestations ascend from the beauties which 
charm the eye, to those which are the glory 
and felicity of a moral intelligence ! 



There is a nearness of divine subjects to 
us, which God has provided for in the very 
spirit of the soul itself. There is an inward 
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religious call, which is ever near. God has 
not left religion to history. He has assigned 
it a hold upon the heart, which is in and of 
the heart itself. 

The soul has a mysterious tendency to 
move upward from earth, to curl around some 
religious belief, like the tendrils of the vine. 



How much more elevated and unchange- 
able is the spiritualized condition into which 
our blessings pass in our hearts, after their 
apparent departure, than they ever enjoyed 
before! We come up to our graves, then, 
full of resurrections. Let this assist our con- 
viction that a farther one is remaining for us. 



The trees are presenting one of those gor- 
geous spectacles with which Winter some- 
times replies to Summer, that if it does not 
bear other fruit, it at least bears emeralds and 
diamonds. How Providence seems to array 
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with a peculiar splendor, those seasons and 
events which at first may seem to be only 
destined to try and trouble us ! 



The surest road to a mind at ease as to 
everything that can disturb us in this world, 
is to acquire as soon as possible the habit of 
looking upon nothing as our own but the 
duty of the passing moment. 



Look back, and trace the distinct and 
solemn journey of the T^hou. 

See thy perpetual self See how often he 
has seemingly been lost in others, or in cir- 
cumstances. * But like the ship, — now hid, 
now appearing on the crested surge, — he has 
travelled on, the survivor of changes, the un- 
absorbable identity that can never be other 
than himself; and will travel still, and come 
out separate at last, to answer for himself be- 
fore God. 
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Time has power to change our external 
connections with one another, but the soul is 
beyond its grasp. 



There is a faith-star, a star of blessed relig'- 
ious faith, of such a faith as Christianity 
is, which throws light upon all things that 
would otherwise seem to be obscure in the 
ways of the Almighty, such as mortality, 
disappointments, and the like ; and, blessed 
be His name, we are not left to calcula- 
tion merely, a calculation that there ought 
to be faith to lift our souls above all the 
apparent irregularities and mysteries of this 
mortal state, but we have it. Such a faith 
has really been afforded us, we know, in the 
Gospel. 

The religion that we require is the religion 
that we possess. The inductions of reason 
are sustained by historical testimonies. The 
star we could not dispense with is actually 
seen over the hills of Bethlehem, 
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Practice is the best teacher of all spiritual 
attainments. 



After we come to mature years, there is 
nothing of which we are so vividly conscious 
as of the swiftness of time. There is nothing 
of which we are so thoroughly persuaded there 
is but little. Yet time is a perpetual flow 
from the inexhaustible fountains of eternity. ' 



Even if Christ were only a monitor of the 
serious and the eternal, he might be a uni- 
versal Life to man. Yes, even in the bright- 
est periods of human days. 



Our great religious light, that which in 
Christianity was designed to be a light to 
our path, a guide to the whole character and 
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spiritual being, is Christ considered as a Life. 
View him as a Life, look at his whole spirit, 
look at his whole conduct, and the Gospel 
exclaims, You see, O man ! myself embodied ; 
you see not merely a doctrine that is your 
light, a feith that is your light, but a Life that 
is your light 



When the silence of the grave shall come, 
may it be vocal to us with the peace and the 
joy of the departing Christian. 



Space, like time, softens the affections, and 
gives them a more chastened and ethereal 
cast. 



One may spend a whole life in constantly 
accumulating silver and gold, but let him add 
knowledge to knowledge, and virtue to vir- 
tue, from childhood to old age, and he will 




> 



68 

be more wealthy still, in all that belongs to 
the dignity and happiness of a human exist- 
ence. 



The fire necessary to kindle every moral 
and intellectual energy in the breast of man 
is Faith. 



Glorious the appointment of a continual 
series of generations upon our earth ! if, as 
often as God pronounces, in this vast succes- 
sion of human life, " Young man, I say unto 
thee, Arise," new eyes are opened upon the 
abuses of our social state, and a generous and 
impulsive age springs to the advocacy of vir- 
tue and humanity, and says to antiquated 
wrongs, "Thus far thou shalt go, and no 
farther*" 



A CITY that is besieged, or a company of 
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people when solicitous to be apprised of ev* 
ery approaching foot, will set forth in the 
advance some particularly acute auditor of 
sounds, some gifted ear. Such gifted sensi- 
bilities are often given to the good, to those 
we love, and deservedly love, who catch, as 
it were, for their friends the notes of a dis- 
tant world, and through whom we may hold 
communion with such a world, when their 
faith rises, as it so frequently does in their 
dying hours, to a kind of unearthly elevation, 
and to a serenity, we know not whence it 
could come, except from God. 



Some seem to think that great books, great 
ideas, great preachers, are to do the work. 
But no. The gospel addresses itself to the 
individual, "My son, give me thine heart," — 
not thy species, not thy sect, not thy creed, 
not thy association with others, not what thou 
hast done, but thine own heart. Thou hast 
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nothing about thee to compare with what is 
in thee. 

Some are straitened in the consciousness of 
evil habits. Who is there who follows an 
evil course without some oppression upon his 
soul, some moral ligature around his enjoy- 
ments ? Those rampant exultations, those 
daring flings and speeches, of the wicked, do 
not tell the truth. The bad man is strait- 
ened after all. His thoughts condemn him, 
though they speak in a whisper h-^ard only 
by himself A mysterious conscience drops 
down its folds upon him from the flowery 
branches of pleasure, and winds its stricture 
around his heart. 

Solemn phenomenon of the intelligent be 
ing! There is a serpent that watches the 
garden of sensual delights. He does not use 
the voice nor the fang. He glides among 
the leaves, and comes softly down, and with 
gradually increasing force compresses his vic- 
tim to the tree of his own enjoyment. 
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Come at once, O parental heart, come at 
once to thy true and honored, thy thrice-hon- 
ored position in the great system of Provi- 
dential good. Thou art not of the world. 
No, thou art above the world. The world 
lies far beneath thy sacred and exalted work. 
True, thou art solicitous ; but it is about a 
good unutterable and eternal. 



Disdain the babbling of pleasures and van- 
ities, while thou lookest upon thy children. 
Tell the world to go and find more suscep- 
tible and earnest hearers of its trifles and tales, 
where there is less to be done for the wants 
of an immortal mind. Feel thou art called 
to an office blessed as the purest love, and 
momentous as a never-ending life. 



Can is a word which man may arrogate to 
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himself, in the face of all animate creatures, 
and they cannot complain of the monopoly. 
And yet cannot has to no being so stupen-^ 
dous and awful a meaning as to man. 

Yes, active, busy, aspiring man ! never more 
so than at this moment, the age of activity 
and enterprise, when thou seemest to call thy- 
self the master of Nature, the master of water, 
and of fire, and of even lightning itself, there 
are bounds where thy proud waves are stayed. 
Thou art a poor cannot after all. 



God taketh away, not that he may desolate, 
but that he may impart. He taketh away the 
former blessings, that he may bestow new in 
their room. 



Sorrow only shows the mind its own 
depths; and how great the thoughts which 
are seen in our afflictions, without any effort 
to see. 



'A 



73 

He that all his life, it may be, has needed 
an argument to prove a future existence, throws 
himself upon it in the hour of the soul's des- 
olation, as though it were a friend. Yester- 
day, he would have said, " I do not know ; " 
to-day, he speaks of the dear object he has in 
heaven, as though it were in the next room. 



Would we see the depths of the ocean, 
we must calm the rufflings upon the surface. 



We need times and places of repose, that 
we may not repose altogether. We need 
these regular checks of the world, to give 
pause to thought in very weakness. We need 
these weekly rests. We need these ideas that 
spring without effort, that come hovering into 
the still chamber of the heart, like the birds 
to their tree, and like the flocks to their folds. 
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God leaves us not to choose our own rests : 
there is a rest in the circle of life. There 
is a pall to make certain of, if nothing else; 
there is a grave to distil silence into the soul, 
if nothing more ; and who can speak the rich- 
ness and measure of those thoughts which 
glide into the bosom, on such occasions, un- 
asked ? 



Many are the great things of God's good- 
ness, in which we see his power Almighty, 
and his hand Divine. But he does not stop 
with these mightier works of his omnipotence 
and love. See how there is not a little patch 
of earth anywhere but brings forth one or 
more of his beautiful flowers. Even those 
mosses which gather upon the very stones, 
are seen under the microscope to be the 
most beautiful plants. 

In other words, where the infinite Author 
of Nature does not do a great thing, he does 
a little one to serve and please us. What a 
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lesson we may all leara from it! So we, too, 
where we cannot be doing great things to 
serve him and benefit others, should be care- 
ful to do all the little ones we can. 



Be true. Generous, but true. Charitable, 
but true. Let the Saviour upon the cross 
furnish you the two great motives of your 
course, — liberality to him who errs, but in- 
flexible fidelity to the truth itself 



.'* We justly," said one to the other of the 
robbers that were crucified on Mount Cal- 
vary, " We indeed justly, for we receive the 
due reward of our deeds : but this man (re- 
ferring to Jesus) hath done nothing amiss." 
Simple, but affecting exhibition of the power 
of conscience. 

** We justly " ! Shall that soul be lost ? 
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Can that deep humility, that energy and 
majesty of contrition, triumphing over physi- 
cal suffering, be unavailing? No, gladly we 
repeat, " To-day shalt thou be with me in 
Paradise." 



Must we go to Calvary to witness the 
sublimity of conscience in the hour of death ? 
No, and exultingly no ! Conscience has al- 
ways found its Calvary. Indeed this myste- 
rious, inevitable rectitude of the heart, this 
strong voice of the moral nature, this heav- 
en-commissioned argument, as it has been 
termed, is everywhere as true, if not as strik- 
ing in its utterance, as it was in the days of 
our Saviour, and on the hill-top of his cruci- 
fixion. 



Death is apt to be thought the freez- 
ing power of life. But I believe it is the 
concentrating and quickening power of life. 
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It draws the spirit to the centre. It is that 
process by which the affections perpetually 
renew their energies. It is the great cultiva- 
tor of the domestic sympathies and ties. I 
know not what the human heart could do 
without it. 



It requires life and death to make a friend, 
as much as it requires light and darkness to 
make a day. 



Oh what has been so blessed to every one 
of you as your affliction! How has it been 
like a sharp instrument piercing through the 
rough and the dry shell, like the cleaving of 
the fruit of the palm, and out of it there has 
run a milk of sweetness. 



How beautiful that the way to exercise the 
lower affections best, is to exercise the highest ! 
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When the light of love shines upon the fir- 
mament, it will bathe the earth in its beams ; 
whereas when it is only a single individual we 
love, it is apt to diminish our interest in others, 
like a candle that makes the surrounding dis- 
tance seem less luminous. 



We mark in the human breast an innate 
sensibility to the venerable and lovely in good- 
ness, not unlike the perception of the beauti- 
ful and sublime in material things which our 
Maker has implanted in our bosoms. 

As some material forms are delightful and 
noble in all eyes, so some spiritual ones are 
also ; and in this moral architecture, so to call 
it, the highest Order is the union of benevo^* 
lence, integrity, and religious principle. 



There is a direct, original, intended transition 
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of the soul from the spectacle of the great to the 
thought of the Greater. 



There is a logic of the heart above all logic 
of the head, which confronts the selfish man. 
He may silence the needy, but he has got an- 
other business to do in silencing himself. The 
narrowest soul can never destroy the common 
duty of benevolence. The miser may pile heap 
upon heap, and drift upon drift, to oppress and 
to freeze the sacred sense of humanity in his 
soul, but the soul itself will keep some tap root 
of this sensibility always unkilled. 



Death is the Christian's servant^ not his 
tyrant and master. It helps him to live, not 
commands him to cease from living. 



The Christian faith requires us to see life as 
made for us, not ourselves for life. For life 
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is not external, not of flesh and blood, not 
of sun and moon, nor day and night, not 
something which governs the Christian, but 
something which he governs, by his own spirit 
and character. 



As it must be something more than the 
straight and aged trunk that has braved the 
storms of centuries, as that trunk must have 
spread its kindly branches around it, — branch- 
es with which we associate many tempered 
heats and pleasant greetings, — in order to be 
missed with any wide expression of regret, so 
the departed whom we follow in our thoughts 
with a peculiar affection and veneration must 
have something more than single uprightness 
to recommend them to our feelings. 



There is a pilgrim feeling of the heart, which 
appears to be intended for us in this world. 
There is one traveller that is never at rest, 
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even when he is not upon the road. He trav- 
els at the .fireside, and in his sleep. The heart 
will be jostled, whether there is bodily exercise 
or not. 



What a heaven-noting, heaven-looking con- 
stitution of our souls it is, how it looks beyond 
and above earth, that we can only rest when 
we take the foot fairly up from the ground, 
that we must even now go upward to find a 
peace which is real and above all circum- 
stances ! 



Keep In mind, as the general beacon of a safe 
and happy life, that no man becomes bad at 
once, but there is a long, previous, preparatory 
history to every vice, so that our only safety is 
in resisting the first temptation. Moral security 
lies in moral promptitude. When sin is de- 
nounced as the inverted, upturned, unnatural 

condition of the moral world, it is rightly so 
11 



82 

denounced, because it is a pyramid resting on 
a point. 



Every year some improvement is needed, 
wherever mechanism is concerned. Not so 
with revelation ; and I hardly know of a more 
beautiful internal evidence of Christianity than 
this consideration presents, — I mean the Gos- 
pel's sunlike solitude in the moral firmament. 
The vast space around it is clear of all light 
but its own. 



" By faith the walls of Jericho fell down." 
Whatever enemy to private or public happiness 
we would subdue, whatever sin or calamity we 
would remove, whatever Jericho of evil we. 
would have tumbled to the ground, here is the 
great animating principle by which we must be 
governed in order to succeed,- — the principle 
of Faith. 



.M 



83 

When powerless you stand before the mighty 
chasm of death, may you then apply the prin- 
ciple, — the more powerless his children, the 
more powerful is God in their behalf. Rejoice 
to know that what thou lackest God does not 
lack, and that he will be ready to lend his 
power to the needs of those who love him. 



Happy when we are able to feel that we 
would not suffer any earthly thing to go before 
God in our hearts, and when we endeavor to 
bear what is unpleasant with cheerfulness, be- 
cause of our sense of his presence and his suf- 
ficiency, and the constant, overruling plenitude 
of his goodness. 



When have we known people exhibit so 
much triumphal composure as in their depart- 
ing hours? They that could not conquer a 
pain with indifference, have conquered death 
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with joy. They that have seemed weak in the 
face of ten thousand momentary afflictions, 
that have saddened before the prospect of an 
earthly sorrow, that have parted, though but 
for a few months, from some earthly friend with 
tears, — have parted from earth, forever and 
for aye, and looked on an untried eternity, 
with serenity and cheerfulness. 



Plant self-respect, plant principle, plant a 
supreme satisfaction in duty, free from all un- 
suitable solicitude for the applause or approba- 
tion of others, — plant these in the hearts by 
which we are surrounded, and what a different 
moral spectacle would be exhibited on every 
side of us ! 



If my sympathy is not a tear-drop from the 
near cloud, it hangs like a mist upon the distant 
hill-top. My mind loves to travel the road to 
my afflicted friends which my body cannot 
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take. This difference between the material 
and spiritual nature, between the inward and 
the outward being, is a great fact. How much 
it explains ! How Providence confirms it ! We 
live in two worlds even in this. We go forth 
in the morning of life, and how bright and dewy 
all outward nature is ! It greets our youth with 
ten thousand promises. How beautiful domes- 
tic life, when the honored parent loves you, 
when the tender husband makes you the ob- 
ject of his assiduous and affectionate care, and 
all heaven seems to smile in the face of the 
sweet babe ! What sun so bright ! What 
moonbeam upon a bank of flowers so soft and 
beautiful! Life seems but too full of enjoy- 
ment. But there are two beings, two Provi- 
dences, even here. Suddenly, desolation sits 
down amid all these surroundings. Lover and 
fi-iend are far away. But another being whis- 
pers within, " Not far away." That figure is 
not desolation, it is an angel of your Heavenly 
Father. Be assured God would not afHict us 
in one way, if it were not to bless us in another. 
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As well describe the fragrance of the flower, 
as the tenderness of the affections. 



It is a mystery how God can bless our afliic- 
tions, how he can engraft the love of himself on 
every other love, how amid the desolation of 
the soul can come up fulness, how out of the 
seed can spring forth a tree whose top shall 
spread on high, and in whose branches notes 
of joy shall echo. 



It is with deep emotion I witness such a 
procession marching before my eyes, for in pro- 
portion to its length is its solemnity, and I 
think of a procession longer still, which has 
been marching onward from the beginning of 
the world, its step steady and true, and solemn 
as death ; moons have waxed and waned in 
its progress, the child has grown old in its 
ranks ; no one can leave it to return home, 
except to that Home which is for all, and from 
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which no traveller returns ; and when one falls 
in its ranks, his dust is trampled by those who 
are behind him. 



Death is the servant of life, or meant to be 
so. The lovely object of parental affection, that 
goes down apparently into the earth, is meant 
to be the precursor of a new childhood of trust, 
and homage, and elevation of heart, unto those 
that weep for it. 



I BELIEVE I tell you the truth, my young 
friend, and the truth of all truths, when I say 
that so high, so pure, so happy a state as that of 
referring all one's aims and efforts to God, can- 
not be found. 

Often try the power of this faith on thy soul. 
Do this or do that, under the immediate feeling 
of respect to God, and see what a peculiar life 
and elevation thou wilt experience in the springs 
of action in thy breast. When sluggish or su- 
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pine, when some satiety of life is upon thee, 
or some trifling pleasure is absorbing but not 
satisfying thy soul, think of some service to 
God, and go about it as to him. Much I err 
if thou wilt not feel a new rush of moral vi- 
tality in thy heart. 



What a fundamental, what a profound, 
what an all-important truth, that the end of 
life will reveal the beginning of it ! 

The ancients represented Time by the fig- 
ure of a serpent bent into the form of a cir- 
cle, and holding its tail in its mouth. What 
a striking moral metaphor! How surely are 
our lives as circles, whose end runs into the 
beginning ! How surely do our first days 
hold our last ones, as it were, in their mouths, 
and " the child is father to the man " ! 



All greatness vanishes to nothing before 
moral greatness. There is no other greatness 
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which will bear analysis. This only is sub- 
lime. A great genius, it is like a great 
mountain ! It is uncommon, and that is all 
you can say of it. It may not be more fruit- 
ful, or more useful, any more than the Ap- 
ennines or Alps are more productive than the 
plains which lie at their feet. But true worth 
is not only distinguished by its elevation above 
the common level, but by verdure and by 
fruits equally preeminent. How great are 
those virtues which shall surmount the heights 
of earthly grandeur, and be growing still when 
the everlasting hills shall have crumbled to 
dust ! 



How Jesus seemed to feel the depth and 
solemnity of his duties ! Did we learn of him 
so would it be with us. We should feel the 
solemnity of duty as to all life. We should 
see life, not in its relation to enjoyment or 
suffering, so much as in relation to the work 
we do for God, and to our generation. 

12 
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The solemnity of life would have wanted 
its last lesson but for this humble Messiah, 
whose neglected and mysterious way was from 
Bethlehem to Golgotha. Solemn, I say; for 
solemn is life when we view it as a life of 
duty, in which the solemnity of duty is 
enough to swallow up every other considera- 
tion, and would do it if our feelings kept 
pace with our convictions. 



What a happy thing if all church services 
were masses, provided it was the mass of the 
spirit and life of that One whose beautiful 
life in the New Testament is the compendium 
of all virtues ! 



Another night hangs around us, the night 
of immortality. Another morning, which is 
not of earth, glorious, beyond it. And what 
a watch-tower height, higher than every other. 
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has God uplifted in every bosom, to catch the 
distant beam of this far-off day. 

To this morning, revelation especially an- 
swers, — this morning which shall break in 
upon the tomb. May God enable us so 
to watch as to prepare for it, and to be 
always aroused to that spirit of love to him 
and one another, without which there will be 
no future day to us of Light forever in the 
Lord ! 



We look to the young for ardent and 
generous sensibilities, for warm and sanguine 
hopes on all subjects. Shall they not sympa- 
thize with the best spirit of the day? If 
from the waves of society there is coming 
any new indication, if over the great mass of 
the dark waters there is gathering upon the 
ear the breathings of an awakening change, 
shall not they be among the first to give it 
their attention ? Shall not they be of a noble 
hope? 
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Too active in nature to drag on the mere 
slaves of ancient custom, and too sensitive 
and generous not to feel the wrongs of man, 
shall they not make an effort against these 
wrongs, an effort against the past and for the 
future? And now^ when the very humblest 
members of society are calling out ** Excel- 
sior," with a cry never uttered before, when 
the world is striving with a force peculiar 
to our times for social improvements, are the 
young, the educated, the warm of heart, not 
to do more for humanity? Shall they not 
say. The voice of the self-degraded and trod- 
den down is heard. Innocence shall find 
a protector, and not an enemy, in us. De- 
structive vices shall find no channel of trans- 
mission by our means. Gambling, misera- 
ble, ruinous infatuation, its days are past, 
if we can number them. Fatal cup, it shall 
have no more youthful strength to live upon, 
if we can accomplish so desirable a change. — 
Oh, if all who lead at the head of society, 
if vigor, beauty, hopes, would strive for these 
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results, what Power would not take them into 
his service and under his blessings? 



We cannot do away the solemnity of moral 
facts by refusing to think about them. 



We must be on our guard against those 
temptations which beset us every moment, 
that come to us in ordinary forms ; we 
must feel that the great end to be attained in 
life is the superiority of the soul, a heart 
lifted up to God and duty, the conquest ev- 
ery hour, the victory no eye seeth but His 
who searches the heart True, it makes the 
Christian life a course of incessant labor and 
prayer; and what else is it on the pages of 
the New Testament? 



Jesus vanquished the tempter, alone and in 
the wilderness, before he conquered him on 
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the pinnacle of the temple or on the summit 
of the lofty mountain. 



Prayer must nourish the seed of right- 
eousness. 



Nature reminds us, by its departing snows 
and swelling buds and peeping grass under 
the hedges, of times gone by, when leaves 
were fresh, and friends were with us who had 
come to shed a balm and a charm over our 
lives. But the Christian Easter carries us for- 
ward to the time when we shall be reunited 
to them. The natural spring opens to us new 
views of the paternity of Him who returneth 
upon us the . singing of birds, and the voice 
of the turtles, the looking forth from the win-» 
dows, the leaping upon the mountains, and 
the skipping upon the hills. But the Christian 
Easter promises to us the scenes of a higher 
paternity, when upon the everlasting hills 
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there shall be no more night, and sorrow and 
sighing shall flee away. 



Life is a beautiful cabinet of the wondrous 
provisions of God for the happiness of his 
creatures. Piety and virtue go hand in hand 
to cheer us on our earthly pilgrimage to a 
better world. 



There has always been a night to every 
day. 



The very presence and grandeur of the 
thought of a power irresistible, in whose 
hands we are, while we regard it as a fatherly 
power, has the happiest effect for composure 
and serenity of heart. It is a mountain 
height of feeling, which may produce a less 
various growth of exhilarating emotions, but 
its own appropriate growth is noblest. Flow- 
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ers may be less abundant than on the plains. 
But the mountain pine of a lofty devotion 
is more deeply rooted; and if on the very 
crest and summit of a religious elevation of 
soul the earth may be bare under our feet, 
yet the eye stretcheth above gardens, and for- 
ests, and rivers, and all the structures of 
man ; and the view is a reward for all the 
toil to enjoy it. 



Cherish the glorious truth, and feel the 
full force of it through all your life, that look- 
ing unto God with love you have most oc- 
casion to look unto him with trust. Let it 
assure you, and lift you, and sustain you, to 
know that where man is least God is most. 



The Great Sufferer, the Pattern Sufferer, 
pronounced a blessing on affliction. He says, 
^^ Blessed are they that mourn." Self, honor 
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to self, disappears in the noble philosophy of 
the true view and the devout confidence of 
a son of God. 



Does any one pretend to say that there has 
been no advance in the moral element for 
thousands of years, and that the progress of 
modern civilization has been indebted very 
little to this cause, but almost altogether to 
the intellectual power? That the great prin- 
ciples of morals were settled thousands of 
years ago, but that science has been making 
all her discoveries since that day? 

Ergo, morality as a power came to a stand- 
still, when as a system it had reached its per- 
fection. The navigator had learnt his art per- 
fectly, therefore it was time to dismantle his 
ship. The roads were perfected in all direc- 
tions, every man therefore stayed at home. 

What! not distinguish between morality as I 
a science and morality as an active principle? 
When ought it, as a motive power, to do 
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the most? When it knows the most. And 
when has it been doing the most, but when, 
as in modern times, it has been setting in 
motion every work of benevolence and social 
improvement, and moving all the new powers 
of society for the advancement of society? 



The moral power as a principle is one 
thing, and the sciences, and arts, and other 
human instrumentalities it puts in motion, are 
another. The instrumentalities may have been 
increasing and improving indefinitely, while 
the moral principle may have remained un- 
changed. But they have been none the less 
instrumentalities, by which the sense of duty 
and the spirit of philanthropy have been per- 
fecting constantly the condition of the human 
race. 



Onward, upward, trust, are words singu- 
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larly expressive in the vocabulary of the 
Christian. 



From the urn of sorrow have run out on 
thy heart streams that have watered thy faith. 
The sunlight of wife and child and fortune 
has gone down from thee, only to give thee 
to behold the star-studded night of greater 
blessings, high over thy head, like the orbs 
of the distant firmament 



Let every youth who has the labor of his 
life to work out, reject all spirit of uncharita- 
bleness and servility, and set out upon that 
great life with the spirit of Christ, in gen- 
erosity to the sinner, non-conformity to the 
sin. 



The common idea of the passage from this 
to another world is that of the utmost imag- 
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inable abruptness of transition, of utter singu- 
larity and amazement. It is life joined to 
death. It is a noonday bursting in upon 
midnight gloom. But we are not suddenly 
stranded upon the shore of Immortality, as 
sailors who strike upon a beach in a dark 
night. The Scripture representation connects 
a spiritual rising that has taken place in 
Christian affection, with an immortal rising of 
the whole man, — the easy gradation from a 
risein soul here to a risen spirit hereafter. 

Providence avoids all violent mutations. 
The moment before sunrising is about as 
bright as sunrising itself, and the moment 
after not perceptibly more so. The ultimate 
and objective rising has already commenced 
in the spiritual one. The Christian has anti- 
cipated heaven. His heart gets there first. 



Your opinions of men and things may 
have passed away. Your smiles have been 
fugitive dimples upon the stream of time. 
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Your sighs have been ripples upon its surface, 
which a breath has raised, and a moment has 
calmed down. Years have flowed on, reflect- 
ing in your feeb'ngs, as from a glassy surface, 
a thousand images of things that have been 
created for a moment, only to suffer others 
equally transitory to take their places. But 
amidst all, you have had solemn thoughts of 
the unchangeable nature of duty and of God. 



God sends one blessing after another, each 
suited to its period. He never leaves his 
care of us, and his provisions for us, without 
a witness. Every new situation and moment 
of life, I could say, has its appropriate mani- 
festation of his interest in our happiness. 



A SINGLE blessing, however great, is not 
equal to one following another, as our cir- 
cumstances change. So it is in the Provi- 
dence of God. As we go on from stage to 
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Stage in the pilgrimage of our lives, some 
new and appropriate mercy is always coming 
on to take the place of that which has passed. 
What a delightful thought, as to the prom- 
ise we have that God will never forsake us 
while we look to him ! And how does it 
fall in with that glorious future blessing we 
are taught to look for, when the time comes, 
when a few more changes have taken place! 
And how pleasing it is to think that the 
kinds of blessings God pours into the hearts 
of those who honor him are more and more 
heavenward; that such persons find themselves 
increasingly disposed, up to the last hour of 
life, to put their trust in him, and surrender 
themselves entirely to him ! — the most heav- 
enly of all states of mind, just the one for 
heaven to come next to, the one, indeed, in 
which the bliss of heaven chiefly consists. 

Could we always look forward to death 
with a Christian's eye, as that great event U 
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presented to us by the Christian religion, what 
a sentinel would it set over our lives, what a 
guardian power would it exert over our whole 
conduct ! What evil desires would it repress, 
what good desires would it awaken and 
strengthen in our breasts! What a check to 
proud and vacillating ambition would it prove, 
what a death to vain and thoughtless pride! 
How would the Circean cup of pleasure lose 
its insidious sweetness, and how would the 
most arduous duties assume an inviting aspect ! 



Achieve the spirit of reliance where God 
is concerned, and the spirit of duty where 
thou art concerned thyself 



Cultivate, my young friend, a sense of 
God's nearness to thee. Let every sweet lit- 
tle wonder of the kingdom of Nature, as it 
adorns the spring, or offers itself anywhere to 
thy view, say to thee that God is near, and 
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let thine own reasonings join in to say, If 
God is anywhere, he is everywhere ; He 
must always see me ; He must be always 
on my right hand and on my left. And 
when thou lookest round and seest so much 
wickedness in the world, think of this as the 
reason of it, — men put God far away from 
them ; they bring not religion nigh. 



March up to grand and mighty principles, 
and leave little by-way calculations out of 
sight. 



The first principle of benevolence is to do 
right, since there is no way in which we 
shall do so much injury as by doing wrong. 



In the changes of society in moral and re- 
ligious respects, we see that error cannot stand 
still, nor can vice, nor sin. We see that truth 
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will out, however slowly. But we should 
better think of this as it regards ourselves 
than as it regards the world. We should 
anticipate our own final judgment of our- 
selves, and think of what we shall wish we 
had been when we come to die. 



" Turn unto tile, and live," says Jehovah ; 
not. Cry unto me, and live. *' Come unto 
rne," our Saviour reiterated, "and I will give 
you rest ; " not. Weep and confess unto me, 
and I will give you rest. Take my yoke 
upon your shoulders, not my thorns upon 
your head ; my obedience into your conduct, 
not my tears into your eyes. 



Whatever Time has washed away of your 
strength, of your possessions, or your lives; 
whatever ruins of wealth, or show, or more 
substantial enjoyments come floating down 
upon its surface, in wild and glittering con- 
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fusion; whatever it has undermined, or torn 
up by the roots, — this is a rock on which the 
"priests' feet have stood firm," that God is 
the same to-day, yesterday, and forever. For- 
ever has he cared for you, forever has he 
guarded and kept you, forever has his wis- 
dom been past seeing, his power irresistible, 
his mercies unmerited and unbounded. He 
has never failed to adapt his providences to 
your good, and to lead your souls unto him 
as unto a faithful Creator. Gather up this 
memorial, therefore, from the bed of time, 
that, whatever has passed, God and your 
relations to him have not. Of whatever else 
you can say it is no more, you cannot say 
this of God, your Heavenly Father. Friends 
may have deserted you, but he has not. 
Children may have retired from you, but he 
has been ever nigh. Enjoyments may have 
been swept away, but he has been ever 
good. 

Amid everything unstable, everything un- 
certain, everything illusory, the Unchangeable 
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has known nothing of these mutations. He 
has been equally your Creator, Preserver, and 
Benefactor at all times; and, amid the multi- 
plicity and fugacity of present objects, his 
oneness and sameness gather new solemnity 
to the reflecting eye. 



No Christian may be able to show you 
incontestible evidence of his goodness. No 
human faith may be secure at all points. 
But Christianity challenges your belief Can 
you get rid of its proofs ? Can you re- 
move out of its place the collected whole 
of prophecy, miracle, and internal evidence 
of the Gospel? Can you look steadily on 
the character of Christ, and feel no deep 
and solemn impression of conviction ? I am 
sure not. No, time has done nothing but 
show more plainly to reflecting minds the 
solid foundation on which rests the divinity 
of our religion. 
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Our memory sanctifies our lives. Hope 
may be empty, but memory is always substan- 
tial. Nothing is so permanent as what we 
have ceased to hav^. 



What more do we need to know of a fu- 
ture life but that there will be one, and one 
where we can but be happy in being like 
Jesus Christ, thought of his thought, heart 
of his heart, spirit of his spirit ? 



Of Christ's religion, never can I doubt that 
the law of love is the great characteristic fea- 
ture; more and more do I feel that the sanc- 
tuary of Christianity is intended to be borne 
along by principles as simple, as meek, as 
humble, and as friendly, as the kine which 
were appointed to carry up the Ark of the 
Law from Philistia to Judah; and that they 
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who think it would totter unless, they laid 
upon it the hand of human subtilties and 
creeds, are guilty of the profanation which 
Uzziah committed. 



The devout and sensible parent, who has 
taught her child, by incessant instruction and 
a beautiful religious example, to realize the 
nearness of God, has bestowed upon it the 
most invaluable of all parental gifts. Such 
a child, always at home in the thoughts of an 
Almighty Overseer, Benefactor, Friend, always 
ready to ask, " How shall I do this great wick- 
edness, and sin against God?" — what a spirit 
of moral independence has it received ! 



What a secret and powerful hold of the 
religious sentiment upon the soul does it in- 
dicate, when a person in the most busy, fash- 



no 

ionable, Worldly habits of life confesses that 
this sentiment will play about the heart with- 
out permanently alighting there ; but com- 
ing in frequent returns, like the dove to the 
Ark, unable to find rest upon the waters of 
the world. The mind itself tossed upon those 
waters, but still the sentiment following it 
as the dove followed the water-borne home 
to which he kept flying back. 



How much goes into the true signification 
of life. To live, really to live, to live in 
the true sense, there must be first a clean con- 
science, a pure heart, a love of mental im- 
provement, steady and virtuous habjts^ an eye 
that does not fall before any man, and a knee 
that always bows before its Maker. 



This religiousness of heart, — a heart sur- 
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rendered to God as the only Certain, the only 
Wise, and the only Good, — I see increasing 
reason to believe is founded in the nature of 
the soul, and is the true substance of Chris- 
tianity. 

Truth of truths, when will the Church de- 
vote itself wholly to thee, in thy own sim- 
plicity and power ! and ceasing to attempt to 
govern others, sit at the feet of Jesus. 



"Blessed are they who mourn," is a beati- 
tude which may be pronounced over human- 
ity, not merely in what we usually call mourn- 
ing, but in whatever calls out the soul to 
vigorous effort, to hardy endurance, to some- 
thing beyond self-indulgence, to something 
better than "indolent listlessness and self-seek- 
ing," in whatever calls it to a race and a 
conflict, to sacrifice and self-denial, in what- 
ever benefits the higher life by demands upon 
the lower. 
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Science is the Bible of the Universe. 



What we most fail iri, as to our recogni- 
tion of a God, is not belief once for all, but 
a continued and practical sensibility. He is 
God, but not our God. 



The undulations of hill and plain, the phys- 
ical inequalities of the earth's surface, are not 
more striking than are the diverse states, the 
depressions and the elevations of the human 
mind* There are mountains and valleys in 
our owti souls. Now we are carried up to 
some elevated sentiment, now sunk, it may 
be, in some earthly emotion ; now the sun- 
shine of joy glances on the pinnacle of our 
hearts, and now the rays of hope can hardly 
fathom the deep recesses of discouragement 
and despair ; now we walk on the vast plain 
of human intercourse and pursuits, where 
path crosses path, here the dusty road of 



J 






1^3 

business, covered with its caravans and beasts 
of burden, there the embowered meanderings 
of pleasure ; and now, in some one of the 
capricious vacillations of the spirit, or under 
some mighty call of Providence, we wander 
away from all these terrestrial scenes, and toil 
for a while on the solitary ascent of religious 
meditation. 



Ascend up the mount of thought, an ascent 
worthy the high faculties of a religious being, 
worthy of thy intelligence, O youth ! worthy 
of thy insatiable and deathless capacities. 

Go above the inferior. Go above the mere 
mob, and herds of thoughtless men. Ascend 
the height in thine own breast. Though it is 
but a human breast, it has infinite room. 



I HAVE often admired in Nature the in- 
numerable adaptations it exhibits to stimu- 
late, to revive, anew and anew, the sense of 
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an Almighty hand. The ocean, the moun- 
tain-top, the Boreal glory, the stranger-comet, 
the changes of the year, aye, and the changes 
of life, too, especially its more afflictive ones, 
which send the thoughts upward, whether 
we will or no, — these have a noble theistic 
power, a grand suggestive energy in the re- 
calling of devout emotions. 



The tendency of the familiar use of the 
Bible is not so much to prove a God as to 
make a proved one felt, to put the possessive 
my before this sacred and infinite name, and 
to render the sense of Him a practical reality 
to the soul ; and that is what we mainly 
need. 



I WOULD breathe into the heart of a young 
man who has not much to begin the world 
with except himself, and who feels sometimes 
a degree of keen emotion in view of priva- 







tion, wants, discouragements, — I would breathe 
into him the sentiments of the wisest, divin- 
est mind that has appeared upon the earth, 
and who, speaking in the very wisdom of 
God himself, has pronounced himself in favor 
of that comfort, that good, which can come 
out of a tried spirit, so that he hesitated not 
firmly and boldly to say, " Blessed are they 
that mourn." 

You may have a world seeming to discour- 
age you ; but you have him to encourage 
you. The subdued anticipation, the restless- 
ness which calls upon all your faculties and 
will not let them slumber, this is a blessing 
in the view of him. You make it an evil 
if you aim to shake it off. You may adopt 
the Epicurean principles of self-indulgence 
and artificial excitements. But you deceive 
yourself, and you wrong yourself, if you do. 

No, it requires time to make a great and 
a good man ; it requires time for energies 
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to be developed, and roots of character to 
strike deep. It requires more than mere nom- 
inal trials, it requires the real rough hands of 
anxiety, toil, solitude, and deprivation of spirit, 
to get hold of the inner man, and draw him 
out in all his interior strength. The grapple 
by which he is drawn out may be replete 
witH barbs, and the operation may not be 
so smooth as could be wished. But it is a 
treasure worth drawing out, to be a man, and 
a strong man; and all the wealth of the In- 
dies were a trifle in the comparison. 

Often, then, as with a heavy heart and a 
light purse you speak of the efforts to which 
you are called, ye who are entering upon life's 
cares, privations, labors, remember the oracle 
of my text, '' Blessed are they that mourn," 
which came from the world's Great Teacher, 
the Teacher of the soul. 



The spirit of Mount Calvary began in the 
Mount of Benediction ; Jesus was the begin- 
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ning and the end, the Alpha and Omega of 
a humble and meek religion. 



Who can tell what blessings would result 
if we could only realize the constant nearness 
of God and of divine things ? Do away this 
mist of eighteen centuries. Let us but per- 
ceive, let us but really behold that humble- 
clad individual going about in the power of 
God, the special messenger of Heaven, the 
very blessed Son of God himself, going about, 
I say, threading his way through the streets 
of Jerusalem doing good, and loving to do 
it, and promising those who do it that they 
shall be rewarded as children of the Merciful, 
thrusting away the crown, and taking the cross 
rather in its stead, — what a change would 
come over the spirit of the dreams 6f Chris- 
tians ! How would palaces sink, and hovels 
rise in their view ! How would they be anx- 
ious to do good ! What an inquiry would 
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there be about the best ways of raising the 
degraded, and reclaiming the vicious, and pour- 
ing the oil of consolation into the hearts of 
the wretched ! 



I WOULD not undervalue an instinctive rev- 
erence. I would not challenge too closely 
that religious spirit which sees but in clouds, 
and hears but in the wind, and whose recog- 
nitions are feelings but not principles. God 
has provided this sightless veneration, and has 
largely bestowed it on mankind, as a link to 
hold that soul to the sacred which nothing 
else might hold, and to assist the grasp even 
of an intelligent piety itself 



WouLDST thou have a faith in God that is 
religion? Let him be not thy neighbor's God, 
but thine own. Wouldst thou draw nigh to 
him in a true acknowledgment and worship? 
Let him be to thee not the God of science. 
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nor the God of custom. Not the God of the 
stars, nor of creeds, nor of churches; but the 
God of thine owa interior sentiment and ado- 
ration, whom thou seest, not in that dreamy- 
infinitude of contemplation with which thou 
lookest out upon the firmament, but in that 
intense and individual abstraction of soul with 
which thou drawest nigh to him in the dark- 
ness and solitude of the closet. 



Let us, in all our enjoyments, consider 
what the Father of our spirits intended should 
exert an ennobling influence upon these spirits, 
to lift them unto him. We need the check 
of the religious sentiment perpetually, then. 
When pleasure tempts you, with her siren 
voice, then to say, " O God ! thou art my 
God," is piety indeed. 

The great discipline of life is on the the- 
atre of pleasure. In pleasure, the man is in 
his strength ; and if then he looks to God, he 
looks to God indeed. If the ship steers well 
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when every sail is set, she has a fitting rudder 
and a skilful helmsman. But when all her 
canvas flaps upon the mast,, how she rolls de- 
pends more upon the surface than upon herself. 
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God is most eminently, too, the God of 
sanctified afl9[ictions. Indeed it is one of the 
very purposes and tendencies of aflliction to 
take the motion of the ship of life from the 
masts to the hull, from the wind to the ocean, 
from the fluttering sail we ourselves hoist to 
the deep bosom of the power on which we 
are borne up. 

Then we are weak and God is mighty; 
and then, at least in the devout mind, there 
is an irresistible meaning " in the words, " It 
is the Lord." 



No one is so earthly as never to hear the 
voice of the divine. No one so devoted to 
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enjoyment as never to be serious. No one so 
thoughtless as never to reflect. 



God has made a mountain for our minds, 
which he designs we shall ascend in commun- 
ion with him, to receive the law of a better 
life and a higher happiness from his lips, and 
on whose summit a glory awaits us which can 
never be attained below. As the Lord called 
up Moses to the top of the Mount, so does 
he call each of us to that religious Sinai which 
appertains to every individual. 



But merely to bow before the mountain, to 
stand at a distance and observe its height, to 
see nothing upon it but clouds and shadows, 
is not the religion which the gospel demands, 
not that religion which will elevate the soul 
to God. In this respect, we " have not come 
unto the mount that might be touched, and 
that burned with fire." 
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If a young person merely feels that the 
word religion is a sacred word, and the being 
religious is a sacred thing, but knows no more 
and cares no more about it, he is as one of 
the vast multitude of instinctive adorers, who 
with the sheep and the cattle are surrounding 
the foot of Sinai, with a stricken but blind sen- 
sibility. We itiust go up. We must not pros- 
trate ourselves upon the ground. This is the 
emphatic language especially of the gospel, 
which describes religion as a " reasonable ser- 
vice,'' as a communion with God. 



There is a religious life, though under 
ashes it may be, in that mind which bemoans 
its want of nearness to God. 



The great art of being benefited by the 
religious power, is to bring it home, to inter- 
weave it in all the ways and incidents of our 
lives ; and it is beautiful to observe how 
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mucK God himself has done to produce in 
us a sense of his own nearness, — to let him- 
self down to us, as I may say, to counteract 
the natural tendency of those awful spectacles 
of nature, and those awful imaginations of his 
infinitude and eternity, which arc liable, in 
our imperfect minds, to produce a feeling of 
his distance from us. Every little plant that 
blooms by the wayside, every lovely tint of 
the tiniest shell or flower, all the infinite minu- 
tiae of charm, and skill, and God-intended 
kindness in natural things, arc so many beau- 
tiful little ways, so to speak, of the Great 
Parent to conciliate our affection, and make 
us feel at. home with him, and that he is 
near unto ourselves. 



To multitudes, the presence of the Unseen 
is a sort of mist in which they walk.. It is 
all around them, but it only appears to them 
at a distance. 
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The children of Israel, in their cloudy 
masses, were gathered around the foot of a 
lofty eminence, on the summit of which the 
glory of the Lord was to be revealed. With 
their flocks and their herds they surrounded 
it, but they kept at a respectful distance, for 
they saw nothing but clouds and lightnings, ^ 

they heard nothing but unintelligible and un- 
earthly sounds, and they feared and trembled. 

What a striking illustration of too much 
of that sentiment which is exercised towards 
religion by a large portion of mankind, es- 
pecially by the young! 

They see an indistinct and awful something 
standing before them in the distance. But 
what mists hang upon it in their view, and 
how backward are they to approach it ! It 
rises far above ordinary objects to their rever- 
ing vision, it is true. They see it as a moun- 
tain before which they are ready to acknowl- 
edge all earthly things on this vast and busy 
level of human enjoyment dwindle into insig- 
nificance. But there the matter ends. 
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Say, many a youth, is not this thy senti- 
ment of piety and Christianity ? are they not 
mountains clad with shadows to thy eye ? Is 
not the light that appears upon them a light 
piercing, flashing, and overpowering? are not 
the voices which issue from their cloud-capt 
tops startling, rather than attractive ? Is 
there not to thee rather a general confusion 
and inexplicable awe than an intelligent and 
sober communion with something which is un- 
derstood ? 



If the views I have expressed were not 
deeply seated in the native intuitions of the 
soul, if they were not of a nature to recom- 
mend themselves to cultivated minds, to be 
endeared by experience, and to be lasting 
and priceless treasures in the memory of one 
who has early cherished them, there could be 
no such testimonies as those to which I have 
referred, to them who have ministered in 
their appliance. As it is, I feel I have been 



1 



k 



126 

mainly blessed and mainly honored, in that 
it has been my privilege to stir the emo- 
tions and sensibilities of hearts already pre- 
pared to repay those who have stirred them 
with the truths which my system led me to 
employ. The crystals of the spirit, which 
have seemingly come out of the rod which 
was used, really came from the hearts to 
which it was applied, and any other rod of 
the same kind would have been equally in- 
crusted. 

But no matter as to tibis point,, so long as 
the crystals themselves are so beautiful. 



As the mountain air braces every nerve, 
whether in the physical or mental frame, 
so the higher one ascends in the heights 
of prayer, benevolence, purity, and conscien- 
tious effort, the more favorable for every exer- 
tion of the intellectual as well as the moral 
powers. 
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Follow the truth. Reverence truth. Now 
it is not truth when opening life sits dowii 
on the plain of mere sensual enjoyment, 
and says, It is better to be here than to 
be there, — there^ where I see a few strug- 
gling pilgrims climbing up the rocky emi- 
nence of moral exertion, self-denial, devoted- 
ness, and virtue. It is not truth when this 
compound marvel of humanity says. The eye, 
and the ear, and the taste are better than the 
measureless, mysterious, and inexplicable facul- 
ties of reason and conscience. It is false, 
and what can I say more? It is a tremen- 
dous falsehood, for it is a falsehood against 
happiness, the happiness of a never-dying soul. 



The world never was so bad that there 
could not be good men in it. It never will 
be so good that there cannot be bad men in 
it. The times can never of necessity destroy 
our souls ; they never will necessarily save 
them. 
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How far is life from being a formal, phys- 
ical existence merely, when the long and va- 
ried enjoyments it affords to the reminiscence 
of the aged are taken into view ! In one 
sense^ memory is more true to the goodness 
of God than is the present actual experience 
of that goodness. For memory preserves the 
flowers, and not the thorns. The mountain- 
side, softened by distance, and bathed in that 
beautiful haze which can be seen only from 
afar, is divested of breaks, and crags, and 
roughnesses. It is to be observed how the 
memory of Divine mercies is emphasized in 
the Scriptures. " I will remember," says Da- 
vid, " the year of the right hand of the Most 
High;" and hence I know not but it is one 
of the Providential mercies to old age that it 
should naturally live more and more in the 
Past, and memory come, with her cornuco- 
pia of blessings, the most fragrantly to those 
who have arrived to that period of life when 
physical infirmities are necessarily increased. 
If the summit of the mountain is more rough, 
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and covered with rocks, the traveller who has 
nearly completed his ascent looks down upon 
a longer line of objects, beautified by their 
remoteness, not to say that he may look up 
with a clearer view of the celestial canopy 
which stretches over his head. 



What is Religion, but a state of mind 
broad as the infinitude of God, stretched to 
our farthest and noblest relations, graduating 
the scale of felicity to our greatest suscepti- 
bilities, our widest scope, and our most last- 
ing opportunities of enjoyment ? 



MosEs, when he came down from the Mount, 
dashed down the tables of the law and broke 
them, when he saw the follies of the priests 
and the people. Do not thou the same, oh 
aspirant to heaven and happiness ! Do not 
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thou the same. Do not thou cast away from 
thee the law of God, because thou seest such 
examples of human inconsistency, which is 
not truth, saith the heavenly polestar. 

What to thee, then, is so much moral and 
religious inconsistency? Is not God upon the 
mountain, though men lie upon the plain? 
Is not truth truth, though folly be folly? 



Through life, my young friend, there will 
be this work always before thee, to mount 
up to the full height of thy faculties, to the 
full capacity of thy happiness, to the full dig- 
nity and powers of thy being. Thou mayest 
keep to the plain, or thou mayest take to, 
the mountain ; thou mayest enjoy the least 
of what God has given thee, or thou mayest 
enjoy the most; thou mayest lie down, with 
the cattle, at the foot of Sinai, or thou mayest 
go up, with Moses, to its glorious summit. 

Tliou mayest be satisfied with the enjoyments 
which are common to all, and in which all 
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soon perish, which come of the senses, which 
come of the external of life, (and even vice 
itself has its pleasures,) — or thou mayest be 
of a noble reach. It may require more to sat- 
isfy thee. It may be that the best is none 
too good for thy relish. It may be, too, that 
if thou hast to climb for it, thou art no 
craven, thou art afraid of no keen air, no 
mountain ruggedness. 



How many superficial and affected persons 
resemble artificial flowers ! They have en- 
joyed no culture. They are merely cut out 
by the scissors of fashion. They attract at- 
tention, and make a figure at a distance. 
But no sweet fragrance of natural affection 
and refinement gives an indescribable charm 
to their society. Their minds and hearts will 
not stand the inspection of the enlightened 
and virtuous ; and when they are faded, they 
are done. No fruit remains. The show has 
disappeared. 
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Happy youth! then, who,, with the attrac- 
tions which gratify for the moment, unites 
the solid worth of mental culture, and a sin- 
cere piety and virtue. 



If the aged could relive their course, if 
they could take back out of the press of 
time the moral history their lives have writ- 
ten, if they could reset the types, and give 
us another edition of it, how much would 
that edition contain the other did not! How 
much more space would be assigned to self- 
denial, fidelity, modesty, gratitude, and trust! 



In affliction, feel that He who takes is he 
who gave. Do not confine to the past of 
your life the idea of a good God, and see 
in the present the hand only of a mysterious 
one. Jesus never changed the name of God; 
in the bloom of his youth, in every scene, 
at every moment, the least and the most 
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afflictive, he had but one appellation for him, 
— Father was his constant term. 

Whose life has not been marked with mer- 
cies^ prevailing and overflowing mercies? Is 
not trial the exception, enjoyment the rule, 
of every man's days, from his infancy up- 
wards, so far as Providence is concerned? 
It is. It is one of the great supports of the 
devout mind in death, and in every other 
trial, to realize this. 



WouLDST thou love God ? Be it not in 
name, nor in word, but when pleasure urges, 
then love thou him more than thy pleasure. 
In prayer, shall he be thy God? Not when 
thou prayest the words that all use, but oh! 
pray for thine own forgiveness, thine own di- 
rection, and thine own support, in this and 
that and the other of thy needs. Be God thy 
God in these individual respects, and he will 
never forsake thee. Thy way shall be as the 
light, and thy path as the noonday; and when 
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earth, with all its surroundings, fades and sinks 
from about thee, that light shall be purer and 
brighter still. 



The sanctuary of an interior reverence and 
affection for goodness may exist in the deep 
recesses of our souls, and yet we be unable to 
pass into it. The Jews could walk around 
the temple, but they were debarred from 
the Holy of Holies. How then should we 
look to see if the love of wealth, the love 
of the world, the love of human power and 
human things, if some worldly lust and car- 
nal indulgence, do not debar us from entering, 
do not forbid us to enter, the sacred sanctuary 
of our own veneration ! If we cannot enter 
this, can we be admitted to a higher ? " If 
our own heart condemn us, God is greater 
than our heart, and knoweth all things." To 
him let us aspire, and pray that he would 
puafy, and make resplendent to our eyes, the 
glory of the moral powers; that he would set 
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US on high, above all respect to every object, 
save only to the approbation which cometh 
from a sense of interest in others, and in good 
things. No satisfaction, no peace, no reward, 
we may believe, can compare with that which 
flows from such a frame of mind as this. 

More and more may we earnestly desire to 
unite in our characters the cardinal and heav- 
en-destined glories of benevolent uprightness 
and sincere piety. 



No vice, no sin, can stand before the image 
of moral beauty without putting on its robe. 
It is truth only that never seeks disguise. 



The image of Jesus should be painted upon 
the walls of our soul. 



The simple fact of the "beauty of holi- 
ness," which God has made perceptible to 
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every heart, how grand, how commanding, 
how divine, how mysterious it is ! To wor- 
ship your Maker, to serve your day and gen- 
eration, to bow with submission to the wis- 
dom of the Infinitely Good. If you can be 
indifferent, if you want argument, I must be 
still. I can say nothing to him who is insen- 
sible to the loveliness of the Christian spirit. 
I stand silent before a noble work of human 
art. I do not care to hear talking in the 
face of Niagara. I sit still upon the sea-shore. 
I feel the beauty of goodness. 



Your submission to God must not be your 
yoke, but your meat ; not your constraint, 
but your happiness. 



I DOUBT if any of us bring off more im- 
portant truths from the largest and longest 
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acquaintance with religious subjects and human 
affairs than the simplest lessons of our earlier 
days. True, those lessons may have acquired 
new force and new lustre in the progress of 
time. The sun has risen higher above the 
horizon, and his light is stronger, and is dif- 
fused over a greater variety of objects, than 
when he first arose. But it is the same sun 
whose morning beams dawned upon our eye. 



Christ's submission was not a constrained 
but a voluntary submission. It had reference 
not only to sad but also to cheerful circum- 
stances. 



If you feel the will of man over you, soon 
it will be clean gone forever; it will cease in 
the grave. But one Will is eternal; one 
Will the same in life and in death ; and the 
higher you rise in the scale of existence, the 
more you will find that Will revered, till you 
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arrive among those who veil their faces be- 
fore it with their wings, and cry, day and 
night, " Holy, holy, holy Lord God Almighty, 
who art, and wast, and art to come." 



A CONSPICUOUS submission may be the glory 
of human pride, as well as the test of a re- 
ligious spirit. 



What so high, what so solemn, what so 
important, what so Godlike in man, as con- 
science, or that facult)^ which feels the evil of 
sin, and appreciates the obligations of virtue! 
It is the master moral principle in our natures. 
It is conscious, irresistibly conscious, univer- 
sally conscious, of its rightful supremacy over 
all other feelings in the human breast. 



Ours is a nature which is intended to see 
most when it shall see nothing of the things 
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that now surround us; most, in a world far 
stretching beyond our present grasp, when wc 
shall have closed our eyes to every mortal 
scene. 



The last touches of the Christian's work 
in the living character are, like those of the 
sculptor on the marble, the most delicate and 
the most powerful. 



The light of the Christian's bosom is re- 
flected on the gates of heaven long before 
he reaches them. He holds his friends who 
are there by an invisible cord, by which they 
are constantly drawing him to themselves. 



Soon all earthly labors must cease. Happy 
if you feel new experience of those powers 
which have higher objects than those of earth ! 
Some may be sensible their physical faculties 
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have been invaded by disease, and the effect 
has been to give them a deeper or more real- 
izing sense what other powers there are which 
can never be so wasted. 

Beautiful is it to find that even at the cost 
of physical alacrity and strength a building 
can be going up, and even with increasing 
rapidity, while the material man is pausing 
from his toil ! 



^ 



LAST REMEMBERED WORP. 

God does not frown into annihilation poor, 
weak, helpless, sinful man, as he passes before 
his presence, but turns upon him a benignant 
smile. The Christmas we now celebrate is 
the birth of Christ to earth, his coming to us, 
heralded by the song of angels, " Peace on 
earth, and good will to men." May our 
souls be prepared for that new and more per- 
sonal Christmas, in which Christ is not to 
be born to us^ but we are to be born, by 
death, to him, for the Christmas of our souls 
meeting him in heaven, to be heralded there 
with songs of angels, such as were sung to 
the world at his birth to us here. 

Christmas, 1858. 
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